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that they longed to use, and surrounded the German detachments in the De Groote Club and the railway station. Unconscious of all this, Redfern and I were meantime •writing our stories, which we sent off by despatch rider. Incidentally not much of them appeared. At about two o'clock we received a radio message, still, apparently, sent in the picnic spirit: " Return to Amsterdam and put a notice on the Burgomaster's door saying that 49th Recce Regiment •\vere the first arrivals."
We did not know whether to take this seriously. I think that, on the whole, it was lucky we did, for we were able to send an immediate report of the serious situation that had developed.
Serenely unaware of the developments in Amsterdam, I prepared for another victory ride, and, this time, sat on the top of one of the armoured cars, with a precarious hold just aft of the turret. We rolled along a straight road, and under some railway arches. But now there was noticeably less enthusiasm and people on the pavements were running about like disturbed ants. We saw another recce vehicle coming towards us and in it was a Canadian called Peter Stursberg, representing the Daily Herald. I was grinning at him with the infuriating superiority of the reporter who has been there first. Peter has a Sphinx face and black hair. His feelings are hard to read, but I fancied he looked slightly preoccupied. Still I thought he was kidding when he shouted across, "Don't go in there. All Hell's broken loose."
We went on and it dawned disagreeably that, when by all the rules the war was over, I had blundered into an extremely unpleasant, dangerous situation. Streets that had been crammed with rejoicing people were now empty. Figures in blue dungarees peered from dark doorways, Sten guns in hand. The quick squeal of bullets and the savage hammering of automatics speedily convinced me that Peter had not overstated.
My victory chariot had suddenly become a tumbril again. The worst of it was that I could not get inside and put stout steel between me and all this whistling death. There was no room. People, from safe cover, shouted advice at us not to go this way, not that. One and all were deeply concerned atI had, and, complacent non-smoker,tone Hoor thirty feet below, afterwards dying in hospital from his injuries. He thus emulated Goering and cheated allied justice.shed in 1945, to which I have also referred.  On the other hand
